

89 ^Tbe Tragedy of Othello 

Come, guard the doore without,lct him not pafle. 

But kill him rather ; lie after that fame viliaine. 

For ris a damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratuno. 

Otb. I am not valiant neither, 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fword: 

But why Aiould honour out-liuc honefty ? 

Let it goe all. 

£m. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou hcare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die in muficke ; willow pillow .widow ■ 

Moore, (he waschaft,fhe lou’dthee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule tobliffc.as I fpeake true ; 

So (peaking as l thinke,l die, I die. . fie diet. 

Otb. 1 haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of S faint, the I febrookes temper : 

0 here it is } Vncle,I muft come forth. Gra. Vritht». 
Gra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. 

Otb. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake to me s 
Or naked as I am,I will aflault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Otb. Behold, I haue a weapon, 

A better neuer did it felfe fullaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh : l haue feene the day, 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop ; but O waine boaft. 

Who can conrroule his fate ? tis not fo now. ^ 

Be not a ffraid, though you doe fee me weapon’d ; 

Here is my iournies end, here is my butte. 

The very Sea-mar ke of my vemoft faile. 

Doe you goe backe difmaid ? tis a loft feare, 

Man but a rufh againft Othello's breaft. 

And he retires. Where ftiould Othello goe ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftat’d wench. 

Pale as thy fmocke j when we (hall meet at compf. 

This looke of thine will hurle my foule from heauen, 

And fiends will fnatch at it : cold,cold,my girlc, 
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the M oore of V emce 

Euenlikcthy chaftity : O curfed flaue : 
o DtfdtmnafD efdemona; dead,0,0,0. 



Enter Lodouico,Montano,W officers, 

Cajffio in a chair e 

Lod. Where is this rafh and moft infortunate man ? 

Otb. That’s he that was Othello , here I am. 

Lod. Where is that V iper ? bring the villaine forth, 

Otb, I looke downc towards his feet, but that’s a fable. 
If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee. 

Led. Wrench his fword from him. 

lag. I bleed fir,but not kil’d. 

Otb. I am not ferry neither, I’de haue thee Hue, 

For in my fenfc tis happineffe to dye. 

Lod. O thou Or Mo, that wett once (b good, 

Falne in the pra&ife of a damned flaue. 

What fhould be faid to thee ? 

Otb. Why, any thing. 

An honourable murderer ifyou will ; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy $ 

Did you and he confent in Cafsio's death ? 

Otb. I. 

Ca. Deare Generali, I did neuer-giuey ou caufe. 

Otb. I doe beleeue it, and I aske you pardon j 
Will you I pray,demaund that demy deuill. 

Why be hath thus infnar’d my fouic and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing, what v ou know you know j 
From this cime forth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Lod. Whar,nottopray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips, 

Otb. Welljthou doeft beft. 

Lod. Sir,you{hall vnderftand what hath be falne, 
Which,as I think you know not : here is a letter. 


